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I wonder whether that forest and that old castle still see
the graceful rhythmic movements of youth? Graceful? I
don't know. Rhythmic? Perhaps.
Perhaps the goose-step.
At the end of August there was a second international
Press conference in Geneva, the United Press this time being
represented by its President, K, A. Bickel, and by Ed. L.
Keen, Henry Wood and myself. The late Robert P. Scripps,
principal owner of the twenty-one Scripps-Howard newspapers
and of the *U.1V, and George B. Parker, Editor-in-Chief of
the Scripps-Howard newspapers, had also come specially
from New York in order to attend. The Associated Press was
represented by its General Manager, Kent Cooper, and
William Randolph Hearst's 'International News Service5 by its
President, Koenigsberg, and there were also about sixty other
newspapers, government Press departments, official, semi-official
and independent telegraph-agencies represented, and others
who thought they were independent but were not quite sure.
It was an all-star cast, and a great number of internationally
known newspaper-publishers, directors and editors had come
from all corners of the globe in order solemnly to agree to
disagree.
The chair was taken by the late Lord Burnham, publisher
of the Daily Telegraph in the days before it absorbed the
Morning Post. He was an experienced and excellent chair-
maftj who kept the conference up to scratch and saw that
some real work was done, famong the more prominent
British delegates was the late Lord Riddell, chairman of the
British Newspaper Publishers' Association and publisher-
owner of the News qf the World, John o* London's WeMy> and
other well-known papers and magazines, and Sir Roderick
Jones of Rcuter's Telegraph Agency, accompanied by Lady
Jones, a beautiful and highly-gifted woman, who, under the
name of Enid Bagnold is a successful novelist. I have never
been able to understand why the most charming and intelli-